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LL four sat amiably ahout
the reom and held e,
clas and plasannt converss
something ke & cheoerful
ARy written in Alalogue,
about many amusing intelligent
things which A14u't aspecially matier
T Liberry Teasher liked 1t |t was
pleasant beyond wards to sit nestling
in & plafly chair, and hear about all
the Hitle Mehtly treated acholarly day -
bafore-yestarday (hings ber father
bad ueed to talk of,

Bhe carried on her own small part
in the talk biithely encugh. Hhe ap-
proved of herself and the waYy ahe
was bebaving, which makes very
much for comfort, Thera was only
oRos that ahe wan asbamed of her-
®lf, and thought about It In hed
l'v::d And was tortified: when
her filled with quick tears at a
quite dry and unemotional -Indesd,
/rather a sarcastlo—quotation from
Horace on the part of Mr. De
Guenther, But ahe amiled when ahn
saw that thay notlesd her.

*That's the first time that I've
heard s Laun quotation sinee 1 ama
away from home"” she found herself
aaying quits simply s sxplanation,
“and falber quoted Horacs so much
every day that—that 1 felt as If an
old friend had walked In!"

But ber hosts didn't seem to mind,
Mr. Ds Guenther In his careful ave:
ning clothes looked swiftly acroas at
Mrs. Ds Quenther in har gray-silk-
and-cameo, and they both nodded
little satisfiad noda, as if she had
apoken in & way that th were
Kiad to hear. And then din was
sarved, a dinner as different—well,
ahs dido‘'t want to remember in (ta
presance the dinners it differed from:
they mixht have clouded the mo-
moent. Bhe merely ate It with a
shameless Inward joy.

It ended, still to & pleasant effort-
less acéompaniment of talk about
books and music and plctures that
Phyllls was Interested in, and had
found nobody to share her Intsrest
with for so long—so long! She felt
happlly running through everything

" the general, easy taking-for-granted
of alt the old, gentle, inflexible atand-
ards of breeding that she had nearly
forgotten, down In the heart of the
eity among her obatreparous, affeo-
tionate little foreigners.

They had coffee In the long old
fashionsd salon. parior, and then AMr,
De Guenther stralghtened himaselt,
and Mre. De Guenther folded her
veined, ringed old white hands, and
Fhyllls prepared thrilledly to llsten.
Burely now she would®ear about that
Different Line of Work.

There was nothing, at first, about
work of any sort. They morely be-
&aa to tell her alternately about soms
ellents of theirs, & Mrs, Harring:on
and her son: rather interesting peo-
ple, from what Phyllls could maks
out. Bhe wondered If she was golng
to Rear that they needed a librurian.

“This lady, my cllent, Mrs. Hur-
rington,” eontinued hor hoat Eravely,
“is the one for whom I may ask you
to consider dolng some work. I say

» but It is & practical certainty.
Bhe 18 absolutely nlone, my dear Miss
Bredthwatte, except for her son. I am
afraid I must ask you to liaten to a
long atory about them."

“Ob, but 1 want to hear!” munid
Phyllls with that quick, affectionnte
sympathy of hers that was so win-
n.ng, leaning forward and watching
them with the lighted look in her blus
oyem It all seemed to her tired, alert
mind like some story she might have
read to her ohildren, an Arabian
Nights narrative which might begin,
“And the Master of the House, as-
eribing pralse unto Allah, repeated

lenn_(:llowinc Tale."
ore have always been just the

two of them, mother and son," sald
the Master of the House. “And Allan
hag always beon a very great deal 1o
hils mother.”

*Poor Angela!"™ murmured his wifs,

“They are old friends of ours,” hoer
husband explained. “My wife und
Mra. Harrington were schoolinates,

"Well, Allan, the boy, grew up,
dowered with everything a mother
could possibly desire for her son,
personally and otherwise. He was
handsome and Intelligent, with much
charm of manner.”

“l know now what people mean by
‘talking llke a book,'" thought Phyills

irreverently. “And 1 don't believe
one man could be all that!"
here was practically nothing"

Mr. Guenther went on, “which the
poor lad had not. That was one
tro I imagine, If he had not

been highly Intelligent he would not
have studied so hard; if he had not

hesn strong and active he might not p

ve taken up athletlo sports so
whole-heartedly; and when 1 add
that Allan charm, money
and soclal status you may see that
what he did would have broken
dowa most rouns fellowa. Ia shert

he Rep! studea pporie anld seckel
Aflaive &l guing &l high pressure
during his fowr poare of uur
e Was pouns and slreng, a
Bl have feit pe much il sfleete fr
all that thaough bhe doitery watd -
fermard iha! he was seatiy ot the
bivaling ol whes he grodusted ™
"iyliie 'C:.. wloser 1a
Poder in hep ininmes Intersst. Why it
Wan | ke one of har Pairy tales’ Mhe
held bhor bresth o listen. while the
wid iswyer weni sravely on
“Allan polld net heve hean mare
thab twempy oo when he gradusted,

sl it was u very short while after I

ward that b bevatne enguged 10 &
young wirl, 'he duaghier of & family
foiend. lovise Frey was hog name,
a1t e, leve™

“Yeu, thal jo right,” snld his wife
“havuine Frey*®

“A beautiful ®iri” he went on,
“dark, with & brillient coler, and full
of life and good spirits.  They were
it vary young, bat there was no
wand rewson why the marviage should
e deimyed, and N wag ae
folluwing Meptember,™

A Vripncess, ton, in the story' Put |

where had she gone? “The twoe of

them only.” he had suid,
L st have  bean  scar ely »
monih,” the slory weni om—Mr I

Gushiher was telling 11 an If he ware
MAling & cuse - 'Rearly & month be.
fore the date set for itbe wedding,
when the Jovers went for & long
automobile ride, across & range of
MOUntaAlne near &  coumtry place
where they were bnth siaying. ey
were alone o the machine |

CALAR, of cotrss, was driving, doubt |
lean with & cerain degres of IInpetu-
osity, as he did most things, * & »
The

of the road,” said Mr [ Guenthor,

loworing s volees, “when there oce |

curred an unforesoen wreckuge it the
cur's machioory The car was thrown
over apd badly splintered. Both
young propie wers plnned under (1.
"o far aa he knew al the time, |
Allan was not Injured, nor was he In
any pain; but he wus held in sbso-
Iute inability to move by the CAr
above him. Miss Frey, on the con-
trary, was badly hurt, and in suffer-

ing. She died In sbout thres hours, '

i hittle before relief cama to them.™

Fhyllin clutebed the arma of her
chair, thrilled and wide-syed. Bhe'
could imagine all the horror of the
happening through the old lawyer's
precise and unemotionnl story. The
boy lover, pinloned, helploss, con-
demned to watch bis aweethenrt dy-
Ing by inches, and unable to balp her
by mo much as lifting a band —could
anything be
endurs, but to remember?

“And yot." ahe thought whimsically,
"It mightn't be so bad to have one
real to remsmber, If you
haven't anything eisa! All 1'll have
10 remember when I'm ot will be
bad little children and good little
children, and and boarding
houses, .i-ui the recollection that peo-
pis sald 1 wan a very worthy young
woman onea'  FBut she threw off the
thought. It's just as well not to think
of old age when all the idea brings
Up Is a vialon of a nice, clean Ol4
Ladisy’ Home,

“But you sald he was an invalia?"
she sald aloud.

“Yes, I rogrot to say,” answered
Mr. De Guenther, “You msee, it was
found that the shock to the nerves,
aeting on an already over-keyed mind
and body, together with some spinal
blow concerning which the doctors
ara still in doubt, had affected Al-
lan's pawers of locomotion” (Mr.
De Guenther ecertainly did like long
words!) “"He hax been umible to walk
since And, whioh s asadder, his
wtate of mind and body has become
steadily worse. He can  scarcely
move at all now, and his mental at-
tituda can only be described as paln-
fully morbid—yes, | may say very
painfully morbid, SBometimes he does
nnt speak at all for days together,
even to his mother, or his attendant.”

“Oh, poor boy!™ sald Phyllis. “How
long has he been this way?*

YSaven vearas this fall,” the answer
cams consideringly. “Is |t not, love?"

“You," sanld hin wife, "saven yoars ™

“Oh!™ sald the Lliberry Teacher,
with & quick catch of sympathy at
her heart.

Just as long as she hoad beaen work.
ing for her lving in the blg, dussy
library. Hupposing=—oh, supposing
she'd had to live all that time In such
suffering as this poor Allan hid en-
dured and his mother had had to
witness! Hhe folt suddenly as If the
grimy, restless Children's Room, with
ita clatter of turbulent little outland
volees, were a safe, sunny paradise
in romparison.

Mr, De Guenther did not apeak, He
visibly braced himself and was vis-
inly (il=nt-eane.

‘Y have told most of the story, Isa-
bel, love” suld he at last. “"Would
vou not prefer to tell the rest? It is
at your instance that I have under-
tnken this commission for Mres. Har-
rington, you will remember.*

It struck Phyllis that he didn't
think It was quite & dignified com-
mission, st that,

“Yery well, my dear,” sald his wife,
and took up the tide In her awift, soft
voloe,

"“You ean fancy, my dear Mins
Hralthwalte, how Intensely his mother
has felt about IL*

“Indeed, yes!" sald Phyllis pititully.

"Her whole life sinco the aceldent
hus ben one long devotion to her
won. 1 don't think a half<-hour ever
pasges that she doss npot see him.
Hut In spite of this constant cars, ns
my husband has told you, he grows
stondlly worss. And poor Angsla
hus fipally broken under the straln.
She wWis nover strong. She is dylag
now ¢y Klve ber maybe two months
moure,

“Her ono anxlety, of courss, Is for
poor Allan's welfare. Yuu can ln-
agine how you would fesl if you had
to leave An entirely helpless son or
prother to the mercles of hired at-
tendants, howaver faithful. And they
huve no relatives: they are the las
of the famlly,"

The listening glrl began to ses. Bhe
Wis Zuing to be asked to act 6§ nurse,
perhups attendant and guardian, to
this morbld Invalld with the Injured
mind and body,

“But how would I be any better
for him than a regular tralned
nures?’ she wondered, “And they
siuld he hedian attendant.”

Bhe looked questioningly at the

ir,
“"Whore doss my part come In?
whes asked with & certaln sweet di-
roctness which was sometimes hers.
I had anything 1o do with 1re
1 anything 0w

“Ne" wsald MMre De
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Rravely, “You would mnot,
would bave to be his wife ™
CHAPTER 1V,

HE Libarry Teacher, in her
sober best sult, sat down in
her entirely commonplace
chalr in the guist old par-
lor, and lookad unbelieving-

Iy at the sedate elderly coupls who
had made her this wild proposition.
Bhe caught ber breath. But catching
her breath did not seem to affect
wnything that had been sald. Mr, De
Guenther took up the explunation
fgaln, a little deprocatingly, she
thought,

“¥ou ses now why 1 requested you
te investigate our reputability?” he
auid. “Such a proposition as this, es-
pecially to & young lady who has no
parent or guardian, requires n consid-
erible guaraotes of good falth and
huno_:lf of motive.”

"Will you please tell ma mors about
117" she asked, quietly. She did not
foel now as if it wers anything which
had ospecially to do with her, It
secmied more ke an Interesting atory
she was unravelling sentence by sen-
tence.  The long, softly lighted old
room, with its Stuarts and Bullys, and
Its gruclous, gray-haired host and
hostess, seemed only a pleturesque
part of it * * * Her hostoss
Caught up the tale again,

“Angela han nearly distracted,"
ahe said. “And the idea has come to
hor that if she could find some con-
aclentious woman, a lady, and a per-
#n o whom what she could offer
would bo a conslderation, who would
take charge of poor Allam, that she
could die In peace.*

“Hut whg did you think of ask-
Ing me?" the girl asked broathlsssly,
“And why does she wint me marrisd
to him? And how could you or she
be sure that I would not be as much
of u hireling as any nurse ahs may
bave now

Mrs. De Guenther anawered the last
two questions together.

“Mra. Harrlogton's idea s, and I
think rightly, that a conscientious
woman would fesl the marriage tie,
huwever nominal, & bond that would
obllgnte her to a certaln duty to-
ward her husband. As to why we so-
Iscted you, my dear, my husband and
1 have bhad an Intereat 1nva-nu for
AOMe Yours, as you know. & hava
spoken of you as & girl whom we
should like for & relative''—

“"Why, lsn't that strange?™' oried

Phyllls, dimpling. **That's just what
VPve thought about you!"

Mra. De Guenther fushed, with a
delicate old shyneas,

“Thank yvou, dear ohild." sha aald
"1 was about to ndd that we have not
sean you at your work all thess ysars
without knowing vou to have the
Kind hoart and senss of honor requl-
site to poor Angela’s plan. Wo feel
sure you could be trusted to take the
placa.  Mr, Do Guenther has asked
hia friend, Mr. Johnson, the head of
the library, such things as we need-
ad to supplement our personal knowl-
edge of you. You have everything
thut enuld be asked, even to a cortaln
cheerfulness of outlook, which poor
an:gu. naturally, lacks In a mons-
ure.'

"Hut—but what about me?" askesld
Phyllis Braithwaita a lttle plteously,
in anawer to all this.

They seemed so osrtain she was
what they wanted—was there nr
thing In this wild scheme that would
make her life batter than [t was
the dsed  Mlsakd  Meha d

.

kesper of n roomful of turbulent little
forelgners?

“Unless you are thinking of mar-
rlage”— Phyllis shook her head—
“you would bave at least & much
sasier life thun you have now. Mrs
Hurrington would settle o Hiberal in-
coma on you, contingent, of courss,
on  your falthful wardership over
Allan. Wa would be your only judges
as to that. You would have a couple
of more months of abaclute freedom
every year, control of much of your
own time, ample lelsure to enjoy It
You would glve only your ohances
of actual murringe for perhaps five
years, for poor Allun cannot live
longer thun that at his present state
of retrogression, and some part of
every day o seelng that Allan was
not neglected. If you bestow on him
hiulf of the interest and effort 1 have
known of your giving any ons of a
dosen little Immigrant bovs, his
mother has nothing to fear for him."

Mr. De Guenther stopped with a
grave little bow, and he and bhis wifs
walted for the reply.

The Liberry Teacher sat sllent, her
eves on her slim hands, that wars
roughensd and reddensd by constant
hurried washings to get off tha Jdirt
of the library books, It was trus—a
good deal of i1, anyhow. And one
thing they had not sald was trus
also: her sunniness and acearacy and
strength, her stock-in-trade, wera
wearing thin under the pressure of
too long hours and too hard work
and too few personal inierests, Her
youth was worn down.

Apd—murringe? What chance ot
love and marriage had she, a work-
ing girl alone, too poor 1o ses any-
thing of the clasa f men she woiuld
be willing to marry? Bhe bad Lot
for years spent six hours with & man
of her own kind and age. She lad
not saven been apecially in love, that
sha could remember, since she Wis
grown up. Hhe did not feel much,
now, as |f she aver would be. All
thut she had to give up In tmking Tois
offer was her freedon, wich ns It was
~—and those fluttering perlinpses thut
whisper such pleasant promises when

You are Young. But, then, she
wouldn't be young #so very much
longer. Should she—she put It to

heraslf crudely —ahould she walt long,
hard, cloned-in years in the faith that
she would learn to be absolutely con-
tentad, or that some muan she could
love would come to the cheap bourd.
Ing house, ar the little church ahe at-
tendsd oocaslonally when shs was
not 1w tred, fall In love with her
work-dimmed looka at slght, and -
marry her? It had not happenod ail
thess years while her girlhood had
becn more attractive and her person-
ality more untirea,

There was acarcely a chanca in a
hundred for her of a kil livesr-hiis.
band and such dear pictura-book eiill-
dren as ahe had seen Eva Atkinson
convoying. Well—=her mind suddeniy
came up against the remembrance, ua
agminet a sober fact, that 1n hor pas.
slonate wishings of yesterday she hail
not wished for a lover-husband, nor
for children. Bhe had asked for a
husband who would give her money,
and lelsure to be rested and pretty,
and—a rose garden! And hoers, ap-
g?lr.;nllr. was her wish uncannily ful-

“Well, what are you golng to do
about 1™ tnquired the Dostinlos with
thelr traditional indifference, “"We
can‘t walt all night!"

Bhe lifted hor head and cant an o~
most frightened look at the De Guen-
t courteounly for her de-
clsion. In reply to the look, Mr. De
Guenthor began glving her detatin
about the money. and the lelmnrs time.

and the business terms of the con-
tract generally  She listened atien-
tively, All that—for a little guardi-
anship, o lttle kindness and the giv-
Ing up of a little piece of 11fe nobody
winted and a few little hopes and
dreams!

Phyllis Inughed, as she always did
when there were blg black problema
to be solved,

“After wll it's fairly usual,” she
sald I heard lust woek of & woman
who left money along with her pet
dog, very much the enme way.”

"INA you? Did you, dear? asked

Mra. De Guenther, beaming. *“Then
You think you will do 1y
The Libearry Teacher ross —and

squared her stralght young shoulders
under the worn net walst,

“If Mra. Harrington thinks I'ti 4o
for the situation!” she sald gallantly
—=and |aughed again,

“it feels partly like going Into a
nunnery and partly like golng Into a
fairy story.” she sald to herse!f that
night as she wound her nlnrm “Fut

I wonder It anybody's remambored
1o ask the consent of the groon!"

CHAPTER V.

E looked ke w young Crusads
or on a tomh.  That wan
P'hyllis's Arst Impression of
Allan Marrington. He tulled
and acted, If o moveless mun

can be sald to act, ke a boarod, spolled

«wmall boy., That wans her second

Mrs. Harrington, fragile, flushed,
broathlesaly Intanss In her wheelchalr,
had yet & cortain resemblance in
volte and gestura to Mra. e uen-
ther—a resemblance which puzaled
Phyllis till she placed it as the mark
of that far-off ladies’ school they had
attended together.

There was also a graceful, mincing
white wolfhound which, contrary Lo
the neespled notlon of Invallds' fulth-
ful hounds, didn’t seem to care for hils
master's darkensd slck room at all,
but followed the one sunny spot In
Mra. Harrington's room with a wist-
ful persistence. It was such a small
apot far such m long wolfhound— that
was tha principal thing which Im-
pressed ltself on Phyllis's frightened
mind throughout her visit,

Mrs. I})o Guenther vonvoysd har to
the Harvington house for Inapocticn
& couple of duys after she had ue-
cepted some one's proposal to marry
Allnn Harrington, (Whaether It
counted as her future mothor-in-law's
pruposal, or her future trustes’'s, she
WAl BoVer sure. The vuly suiw Lol
was that It did not ceme from the
groom.) She bad borrowed u half-
day from the future on purpose,
though she did not want 1o go at all,
But the reality was not bad; only a
fluttering, emotionsl little woman
who eclung to her hands and tulked
to her and asked useless questions
with a nervous Inslstence which would
hinve Leen nerve-wearing for a steady
thing, but wae ounly pitiful o a
slranger.

You see strangs peopla all tha time
In Ubrary work, and learn to place
them, at length, with alinost as much
aocuracy as you do your books. The
fact that Mrs. Harrington woas not
long for this world did not prevent
Phyllls from classing her, in her
mental oard-oa AN W VErY per-
fect specimen of the Loving Nogker

Bho was lying back, wrapped In
anmathing eray and soft hat

¥isitors came, looking ns It the Hfting
of her hand would be an effort. she
woan avidently pitifully weak. Hut
she had, too, un ineradicabls vitality
#he ecould mummon At need. Khae
sprang almost upright to greet her
Visltors, a hand out o each, an sager
flood of words on hor ljps,

“And you are Misd ralthwaits,
that Ix golng 1o look after my boy<"
she ended, “Oh, It is 50 good of you
L owen o glad 1 cpn ko In peace now
Are you sure sure vou will know the
minute his sttendants are the loast
Mt nexligent” | watch and watech
them all the tims. | toll Allan to Fing
for me i anvihing ever s the lenast
bit wrong- | am always begging him
1o remeniber, | g0 in #very night and
pray with him do you think you
could do that? Mut T alwaye ory so
before I'm through 1| cry and cry
my poor, helpless Bov he was 8o
strong and bright! And you are sure
Yol are consolentious'

At this point Phyllin stopped the
flow of Mrs. Harrington's converin-
tion Armly, If awoatly

“You, Indesd” she sald chesrfully,
“But you kpow, W I'm not, Mr. De
Guenther ean stop all my allowanee
It wonldn't e b my own Interest not
to fulll my duties falthfually **

"Yeu, that i trae sald Mres. Har-
rington. "That was n good thought
of mine, My husband always salkd |

was an unusuul wowman where bhusl-
Ness was concerned '

Ho they went on the principla that
thie had no honor beyond working ter
whit whe waould get out of It Al
though she hud made the swegestion
herself, Phyllis's cheoks burned, and
who wan about  to answaer  sharply.
Then somehow the pone, angious, Jov.
Ing mother's absolute precsccupation
With her son struck her as right after
nll
If It

. wers  my  aop"  thought
hy

His, *T wouldn®s worry about any
wrange hirnd wirl’s feelings either,

* ¢ 1 promise 11 look after Mr.
Harrington's welfars as It he wors
my own brather!" she snded aloud
Impulsively. “Indeed, you may trust
m. "

I mm—aura you will” panted Mrs,
Harrington “You Lok liko-a good
Firl, and -and old snough to be re-
spanmible twenty.oight - thirty ™

“Not wery far from  that,™
Phyllis seransly i

“And You are surs you will know
when Vhe attendants are neglectful?
I spank to them all the thne, but

sald

noever can hn &tire. * ¢ * AnA now
vou'd hetter ses poor Allun.  This s
one of his good  days, Just  think,
denr Isabel, he spfoke 1o ms twios
without my speaking to him this
morning!"

“Oh=—=munt 1" asked Phyllls, Ale-
maynd. “Couldn't I wilt tili—til it

el ol b et
HI T el

3 F ¥
Mrs. Harrington aetually lnughed o
little at her shyness, lichting up ke

A girl, Phyllis felt dimly, thoukh sho
tried mot 1o, that through |t wll her
mother-in-lnw CL Wal taking pleas.
ure in the dramatie side of the sitiuas
tion ahe had enpinoored,

YO, my dear, you must ses him
He oxpecia y " ahe answered al-

mont gayly. The procession of {hree
moved down the long room toward
i _door, Phyllta’s hand gulding the
I‘fhm‘l-l'hnir Nhe was surprised to
find herself shaking with fright. Jus
what ahe sxp I to find bevond the
door she Ald not Kknow, but It must
nave been some hoarror, for it waa
with a heart-bound of wild relief
that she finally made out Alian Har-
ﬂlnltnu. lying white in the durkened
place,

A Crusader on a tomh. Yes, he

looked ke that. In the room's half-
e B e, - .y
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o whe ¥ b madd ot irasly
PR’ Sem wait to 1alk 10 her, dar
ne by 5 e mather persinted, il

vl wf breath, bt sull Pall of "hat up
telufalie, Wving energy and 18
whieh she would probaldy

the jast minuie of her jife
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e e

No' serd the Crusader. still In
1 W empty, Hetless tones )
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Ut conres, darling,” she aaid, kise.
inE Wim  Mhis st by Mm still, how.
jrrer, wnd poursd sut senlence afier
Feenlence of guestion, Inmastance, L

O liah and pily, sliciting ne answer

lnt all Phyllie wondered bow 1t
wold el 1o have ta jie ol and
besve thut done o you for & term of
sears. The reault of her wonderment

wik & decislon to forgive her unen
thustastic  future  bridegroom  for
what whe had at fAret boon ready to
wlap Wim

resently Mra Marrington's broath
fanend, and the thres women wont
away, back to the rovm they hud heen
I bufore, Phyiis sat and lst herself
be talked to for o little longer, Then
mhe ross Lmpu ksl vely

“May | o back and see your son
nEaln for Just a minute® she asked,
wnil had gone befors Mo Harrington
hid Aniphed her  pormdesion Hhe
wrted In the dork room befors hoer
wle hind Yime to fall, and stogd by
the white coueh amnin,

sr. Harringtaon,” she said elearly,
| "m worry you're tired, but I'm afreadd
I wm going o have to ask you io
listen to me. You know, don't you,
tha! your mother plane to have ma
marey you, for a sort of intorested
hend nuras® Ars vou willing to have
it happen® Neonuse | won't do It un-
less you really profer 0"

The heavy white lide half Hifted
wEnin
| "1 don’'t mind.” sald Allean Harring-
ton listiossly, I msuppose you are
quiet gnd trustwarthy, or De Cuen-
ther wouldn't have sent you, It will
Kive mother & WMtle pesce and 1t
mukes no differsnce to me”

He clomed hisg cyes and the subject
1 at the same time,

“Well, then, that's all right,” sald
"hivilia cheerfully, and sturted Lo go.
Then, drawn back by a sudden, ner-

vous temper-impulse, she moved back
on him. “And let me tell you” she
added, half laughing, half Impertl-

nently, “thnt 11 you ever get inlo my
| amiet, trustworthy clutches you may
"have an awful time! You're a very
| wpolled invalld”

Hhoe whinked out of the roam hefors
he could have wone very far with his

reply. But he hnd not cared to reply,
apparently, He lay unmoved and un-
maving.

Phyvilisn Mucoversd, polaing breath-
lems on the threshold, that somehow
nhe had seon him eyes. They hind heen
w litle llka the walfound's, & sort of
wintful gold-hmown,

For soma resson she found that
Allnn Hardloeton's attitude of abso-
lute ddtachment made the whole nf.
fuir seen much easlor for her. And
when M Harrington slinped a sall-
tilrn diamond into her hund as she
went, Instend of dalikine It she en-
Joyed ita foel on her Anger and the
flonh of {t In the Hght, 8Bhe thanked
Mrs Harrington for it with real grat-

itude. Tut . made her fesl more
than over sngnged (o manry her
ot here-in-law

Bhe wnlked home rather silently
with M De Gaenther. Only at the

foot of the De Guenther steps she
made ane ahwent remark.
“He munt have heen dolimhtful,” ahe
wnld, “when he woas allve!™
CHAPTER V1.
TER a waok of the old
bustling, dusty hard work,
A the Libarry Teacher's visit
to the Da Guenthers' and
tha subsequent one at thas
Harringtons', and even her apark-
ling whita ring. seemed part of &
queer atory she had finlshed and put
hack on the shelf. The ring was the
most roal thing, because [t wan somae
thing of n waorry. She didn't dare
leave It at homes, nor dld she want
o wear It
Bhn Anally sewed it In & chamols
bag that she safety-planed under
her ahirt walst. Then ahe disminsed
It from hor mind also. There ls very
Httle time In a Liberry Teachar's lifa

for meditation, Only once In & while cry

would come 1o her the vision of the
wistful Harrington wolthound fol-
lowing his Inrdequate patch of aun
light, or of the dusky room whare
Allan Harrington lay Inert and whits,
anil looking ke a wonderful carved
#latue on a tomb,

Hhe Legan to do s, Uitle to her
clothes, but not very much, because
she hnd pelther Ume nor money. Mr.
Do Guenther had wanted her to take

some money In advancs, but she had
refused. Sho dld pot want It Ll
she had earned 1, and, anyway, it

would have maie
89 real, =he Kknew,
have backed aut.

the whole thing
that she would

“And 1t 'an't as If T wers going
o a lover she defigelod herself to
Mew. Div Guenthor with a little wist-
ful amile,  “Nobody wil! know what
I have on, any more than they do
now.*

Mra. Do Guenther give s scandal-
lzedd Hitile ory, Her attitude was de-
tertiinedly that It wns just an or
Hinary marriage, a8 good an excuse
for sentbioent and pretty frocks as
uny other,

“My dear ehlld” whe replled firm-
¥, “youl ure goIng to have one pretty
frock und one really good street suit
now, or I will know why! The rest
You may get yourself after the wed.
ding, but you must obey me in this,
Nonaenae!—you can get a half day,
as you eall 1t, perfectly well! What's

Albert | for, 't
favors ﬂr?ﬁ"&mn! AR Ag g
And, ll.ohe it proved that Al-
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Por wrdere caine wp froem the
Wles w b Swenly
t; e thumns hine had m
Phane w0 her husband, That
Prsitheeiie was (e have o haifs
sy il ately
kil maks wet, n srder be
city afsise’ Bhe fedt ae f Lve
hud 10id bher she unlid have 1he
Portaghi sver a@nin &8 & for o,
e bing of the surt

A il day swt of then whe
thing sobedy had sver heard
®an eren lun purprised e ohiest o
Ihe Frock part of the silestn,
ried o sland wvul a (Iis enger,
e & very stowal Juung =
calm refass 10 have prgpitly

For v, wod (ne sud of 3t

6 sl non selen which she had
ways cutsidered s0 sppensive
Fod marcsly ought te lovk i
window

“Mad 11 better be & Nack sei >
waked Mra e tinealber doubifully,
an the (ol by in Boppy charmeuss

hovered haughitily slbowt .
rcuu wrdere. "It seemas h E
4y mourniong when dear

not yet pasesd away, bult M

Oy b showing proper rmapest,

I remember my own  dear mg.
planned  all our meurning outlits
wiile she wan dying, It was quile &

plowaure 19 her” .“’-',
Phyllin kept her face wiraight,
slipped one persuasive hand throughi®
v friend's arm.
“F don't beliove | sould buy mowrn -

ing, dear™ she salt. “And-—o ?
yuu knew how Lmg I'd wan
teully blue blus wult! Only, It would o

have been (oo vivid to wear w
always knew that hecause you
wfford one anly every other pear,
And”—Phyllin rather hMdently voloed
w thought which hind bean Iin

of her mund for & long time—=if
Roing to be much around Mr, Har
rington, don't you think eh
clothos would he best? Everythi ’
In that holwe seema sombre on
now,"

“Perhapns you are right, dear child 3
aald Mrs. De Guenther. "1 hope yo
may be the means of putling & gEres
deal of br'hiness inte poor Allan's
lifs hefore he Joins his mother ™

“Oh, don't!" cried Phyllils impuls
alvaly, Somelow ahe could not Dear
to think of Allan Harrington's dying:
Ha was too beautiful to be desad,
whers nobody conld ses him any
more. Besides, Phyllis privately eons
sldered that a long vacation before
he Juined hisn mother would ba enly
tha falr thing for “poor Allan." Youth
sldes with youth. And—the clear-cot
white lines of him rose in her mem-
ory and stayed thers. She conld ak
most hear that poor, tred, ¢
voloe of his, that was yet so deep an
wo ‘perfectly acecented, , .,

Eha bought docllely whatever her
rulde  dwected, apd woke, from
species of gentle daze at the afterdgy,
noon’s end to Nnd Mrs. De Guen
heaming with the weary rmlw
the wsuccessful shopper, and h
the propridtross of a turquolse velvet
walking sult, & hat to matoh, & pale
blus svening frock, a pale green b
twean-dress with lovely clinging
and m heavenly white erepe th
ll'llh ro:v rlhh;mu and ulm‘:
Aces—the negliges of one's dreams, .
There were also slippers and shoes?
and stockings and-—this "u nubv.
too bad of Mra. De Guenther-a half-
dozen set of lingerie, stralght throwsh.y
Mrs, De Guenther sal and continued *
to bonm joyously over the array, in
Phyllin's Tittle bedroom, {3

'I‘:;;a my present, dearls,” she sald
calmly. “Ho you needn't wor m\,v_
using »\ﬂlel-?n money. Gm.-zuq It's
been lovely! 1 haven't had suchk &1
good thine since my husband's llul‘,n
Krandnlece came on for week. '
There's nothiog like dressing a girl,
after all”

And Phyllis could only kiss her.
But when her guest had Kone
Inid all the boxes of finery under 5
bed, the only place where there
any room. She would not take any of
It owt, she deternined, tHl her sum-
mons came, But on second though

she wore the blue velvet street sult
on Bunday visits to Mra, Harnl "
which became—sha pever knew LT
when or how—a regular thi

vivid blue made hér eyes na .

(.u.ln'rt. uml"bﬂ I;‘tnnod her halr
sutlafactorily. 8 WAs
time and trouble over m

uotse ¥

~—one has to lve up to a

velver hat and cont! Hhe fon .o
welf, too, becoming very

fond of the restless, ansious lov.

Ing, passionste, unwise child w
dwelt in Mra. Harrington's frall xh
derly body and had almost woern i% -
out.

She sat long hours of every Bum.«®
duy afternoon, holding Mrs, Har-
rington's thin litde hot hands and ¥
listening 1o her awift, italiolsed mon-
ologues about Allan—what he t
a0, what he must not do, how ;
must be looked after, how his moth-
er hud treated him, how his wishes 2
must he ascertained and followed

"Though all he wants now s dark’
and quiet,” sald his mother piteotsdy.
| q_ou't even go In there now to

#ha spoke as (f It were an satab-
lished Fitual. Had she been using hetd
#son's slek-room, Phyllls wondersd,
n regular weaping-place? SHhe eol.llz
feel In Mra. Harrington, aven in thiy
mortal aickness, the tremendous driy-
Ing Influenice which Is often part of 4™
pasalonately active and not very wise
parsonality. That certitude und in-
sistence of Mra, Harrington's could
hammer you finally into belleving or
doing almost anything, FPhyllls wn‘-f
darer how mueh his mogher's hearys™
broken udoration snd pief might hay e
had to do with making her son l}
hopelnss. minded an he wos,

Naturally, the ms-lhlr-in-hw-olwk’
she had sequired In such a stre
wiy bhocame very fond of Phyllis,
But Indeed thers was saomething very
ay and sweet and honest-mindesd
aliniit the eiet somethinge whi “-
Kkave people the feeling that lbar:
ware very wise In liking her. Some
people you are fond of against youg
will. When poople cared for Phyllis
It was with & quite Irrational feeling ™
that they were doing a sensible thlnq
They never guve any of the oredit
tu her very real, though almost in-0
visile, charm 1

She never saw Allan Harrington o
any of the Sunday vists, Sh was
sure the servants thought abe dide
for whe knew that eove one In the
great, dark, old house knew her as
the young ludy who was to marry Mran
Allan.  Bhe belleved that she Wan,,

supposed to be an old tamily
perhaps a distant relative. She 1

not want to ses Allan, Hut
Want to be as 1o hin

ly=lovi o as
mh:uM|Aun~‘n
And she sucoseded,
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